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shameful language with such force and
precision that the rout of the enemy spee-
dily became complete. Dropping her long
sword and stuffing her fingers into her
ears, she fled with a horrified shriek ;
and we marched triumphantly on, chuck-
ling at the success of our tactics.
Nothing very exciting occurred during
the long, dusty march to Cawnpore. For
a considerable part of the way we had to
escort an immense train of empty bul-
lock carts, destined for the use of Sir
Colin's army; and our duties were mono-
tonous in the extreme. Heartily would
we have welcomed an attack on our con-
voy; but none was ever made.
At Cawnpore I was left in command of
a detachment of fifty sabres, while the
head-quarters of the regiment went on
to Alumbagh, near Lucknow. This was
a grievous disappointment to me; but
as things turned out, nothing more lucky
could have happened.
After having marched here and there
about the country with a column under
Brigadier-General Cardew, during which